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1 fjc muji, mmcniavit j tagedy 
?^rcnr I* ° nc * * fnencf ’ and onc that knowes you welt 

W ;f , * Bll f e - beU ^ n y° U:TeIIm€ goodmyfriena 

What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyefelfe skulls :as Idifecrne^ 

It b urneth rn the fapels monument. 

It doth fo holy Sir, and there’s my M»9e«,ne thac you 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Fait , Borneo. 

K r i^°y!°?r gh * ibbe bia there*’- 

Balt. Full halfe an houre. 

Frt. Goe with me to the vault* . 

11 alt. I dare not fir. 

My Mailer knowes not but lam eonehenn*' 

fn d /r?n. efl,!,y t d!d menace me with death, ' 

IH did flay to looke on his intents. J 

0 mnrhTr hen r I,eg0 u aIone / ea rc comes upon me 
° much I feare fome ill unlucky thing. P 

Balt. As I did fleep under this young tree here 

1 * ea ™ m y M^er and another fought ’ 

And that my Mailer Hew him,.. g 

rri. jf \omeo. 

Is gmlty of this lamentable chance ? 

1 Lady ftirres. 

I doe remi f 0rMb ti e ?" ier » wflere « my Lord ? 

Hafh r r PW !f r tfan « wcomndil ’ 

Hach thwart edonr intents :come, C omeavvsy, 

Thy 
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#/ Romeo *kd Juliet* 

Thy husband in thy bofome there lyes dead* 

And Baris too : come,Ile difpofeof thee 
Among a lifter-hood of holy Nunnes. 

Stay not to queftion ,for the watch iseommingi 
Come, goe good Juliet , I dare no longer flay. 

Exit'. 

Jftl. Goe get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What’s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 

Poyfon I fee hath been his timeleffeend : 

O churle ! drinke all, and leave no friend Iy drop 
To helpe me after : I will kilfe thy lips. 

Haply fome poyfon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me dye with a reftorative. 

Thy lips arc warme. 

Enter Bey and Watch. 

Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 

JhI. Yea noife ? then He be briefe. O happy dagger , 

This is thy fheath, there ruft, and let me dye. 

Bay. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
watch. The ground is bloody , fearch about the Churchyard ; 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull light / here lyes the County flaine. 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead, 

Who here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets, , 

Raife up ,the Mount agues : fome others fearch ; 

We fee rhe ground wnereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance delay. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Watch. Here’s 'Borneo's man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
chiefe Watch. Hold him in lafetytill the Prince come hither,, 

E nter Frier and another Watchman . 

3.^^, Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes,andweepes, 
7 L t We. 
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